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Ournful dimes 

Aſſiſt my quill, 

That I may penſively 
Now make my will; 
Guide thon my hand to write, 
And ſenſes to indite 
A lady's laſt good night; 

O pity me! 
I that was nobly born, 
Hither am ſent. 
Like to a wretch forlorn 
Here to lament awhile; 
In this muſt ſtrange exile, 
Here to remain a while, 
Till heaven be pleaſed to ſmile 
And ſend for me. 
My friends cannot come nigh 

Me in this place, 

Nor bear me company, 
Such is my caſe; 

Poor am I left alone, 

Few to regard my moan 

All my delights are gone; 
Heaven ſuccour me. 

Each day wirh care and fears 
I am preplext; 

My drink is briniſh tears, 
With forrow mixt: | 

When others ſoundly ſleep- 

I ſadly ſob and weep, © 

Oppreſt with dangers deep: 
Lord, comfort me, 

When England flouriſhed, 
My parents dear 

Tenderly nouriſlit me 
Many a year: 

I was adyanc'd on high, 

In a pare of dignity, 

Whon golden bravity 

They decked me. 

PART II, 


Y garments dreſt with pear], 
M Richly approv'd. 
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'er was an Engliſh girl 
better belov'd; 
Ol dand young great and ſmall, 
Wait upon my call, 
1 had the love of all 
That did know me, 
But from my former ſtate 
I am called back; 
Thro' deſtiny and fate, 
all goes to wreck. 
Fortune did lately frown, 
And caught me by the crown, 
$0 pull'd me headlong down; 
Oh: woe is me! © 
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No creature on this earth 


My dear triends are deacy'd, 
which lov'd me belt, 
Ne'er was a harmleſs maid 
ſo much diſtreſt: 
My father he is dead, 
My brother's baniſhed, 
All joys from me are fled; 
Heavens comfort me: 
How well are theſe at caſe, 
and ſweetly bleſt, | 
That may go where they pleaſe | 
and when they liſt; 
To tee their parents kind, 
As nature doth them bind; 
Such joys I cannot find; 
Oh! woe is me! 
All earthly joys are gone; 
Iwill and muſt 
Oaly in God alone, 
Put my whole traſt; 
O bleſſed Trinity, 
One God in perſons three, 
Releaſe my miſery, 
And comfort me. 


— 


can eaſe my griet, 

Until ſuch time as deata 
yeild me relief. 

A coffin aad a grave, 

Is that which I would have; 

Sweet Chriſt my ſoul receive, 
and ſuccour me. 

All my enemies that be, 
both great and mall, 

Good Lord, I pray to thee, 
forgive them all, - 

May England flouriſh brave, 


When I am laid in grave; 


So this I take my leave; 
Chriſt ſends for me. 


I have in heaven above 3 


a place prepar'd, 

Never ſhall I remove 
from thence afterward: 

Go toll my paſling bell, 

Whili angels ſing my knell; 

So now vain world farewell, 
Chriſt ſends for me. 

When ſhe theſe words had ſüd, 
with chearful heart, 

The noble minded maid i 
then did depart. 


No doubt her ſoul's at reſt; 

With them whom God hath bleſt: 

The laſt words ſhe expreſt, 
Chriſt calls for me, 


